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The Wretchedly Planned Red River
Expedition.
“WALLOWING IN MUD?

The Squadron Caught in a Very
Tight Place.

INGENIOUS RESCUE.

Desperate Fighting in Retreat-
ing Down the River.
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EY W. H. MICHAEL, LATE OF THE NAVY,

VL
TUE BEED RIVER EXPEDITION.
HE participation of a
part of this sguadron

in the famouns Red

( nizshes a chapter in
£ ') pavai histery that is
not a repetition of any
iz previous  experience.
There was anxiety on

i

account of consid-
erations of public policy not wholly cncon-
nected with the French invasion of Mexico
in Junpe, 1863. Farragut turned his atten-
tion 1o Mobile, and the Red River Expedition

wss apderstood fo be iu some way not cal- |

cnlzted to establish that kind of capremaey
1o any copsiderable extent, It proved itself
the supreme fiasco of the war, and made a
fearful draft on Yankee genius in devising
ways and means for getting out of scrapes.
But for Gen. A. J. Bmith, Lieut.-Col
Bailey and Porter, the bare probability is
that Banks would be somewhere in that
jocality now, and the wreck of Porter's fleet

would be pointed outas a monument to mil- |

itary folly rarely if ever equaled.
Porter took his ironclads above {he falls at

Alexandria against his better judgment,and | 3 X 5
) L. led {tery r zht bes 3
had not A. J. Smith been with the expedi- | @ battery during thenight bearing on the

tion be would huve utterly refused to do so. |
Porter had confidepce in Smith and was |

the part of the Gov- |

"‘ ASernment to get control |
of Mobile and Texas |

overcome, it was, as Porter characterized if,
a most marvelons piece of engineering.
Bailey received the thanks of Congress and
was promoted to Brigadier-General, all of
| which he richly deserved for his great serv-
ices to the country.

While our army was lying at Alexandria
the enemy, by a spirited manuver, got by
and planted a powerful battery on the bank
below. Two light-drafis, the Covington and
Signal, started down the river with a con-
voy of transports. They were surprised by
the battery and sharpshooters and, thongh
they made a gallant fight, were so badly
handled that one was captured and the
other was abandoned by her crew and set
on fire to keep her from falling inio the
enemy’s hands. This was the last effort of
the encmy to obstruct the river. The army
and fleet soon moved down, and the enemy
gave them a wide berth. On the 20th of
May, 1564, while the army was returning,
Gen. Banks was relieved by Gen. Canby,
and the remarkable expedition was over.

ADMIRAL LEE TAKES COMMAND.

Duoring the Summer Admiral Porter was
relieved, Capt. Pennock taking charge until
November, when Acting Rear-Admiral Lee
took command. He found the squadron in
such adwmirable shape and so well organized,
aud its work so nearly done, that }is new
command entailed comparatively little labor
or responsihility.
| Guerrillas and light detached bodies of
| rebels continued to operate along the banks
of the Mississippi, Cumberland, Tennessee
and White Rivers, greatly to the annoyance
of unarmed transports. The Red and Yazoo
Rivers were effectually blockaded by the
gunboats, though not traversed. The other
rivers named were constanily patrolled by
| gunboats until the close of hostilities.

kind of duty, for it seemed that every Con-
federaie command had detached large num-
bers of desperale men, full of dare-devil
spirit, and eager to rob somchody, nearly all i
| of whom had gathered along the rivers as
the safest and most promising field for their
sefurious work ; bat the gunboats gave
them little rest, and often inflicting the se-
verest punishment upon them. Sometimes |
the gunboats were roughly handled by rov-
ing batteries, and in several instances tin-
clads were destroyed by them. At Claren-
| don, Ark., in June, 1864, Gen. Shelby plant-

Queen City, and at break of day fired into
her as ghe lay at anchor, with most of her
crew in their bunks and hammocks, She
was completely disabled, and that part of
her crew who failed to escape by swimming
to the opposite shore were taken prisoners.
Before Shelby could remove the heavy guns
of the captured vessel he was compelled to
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|
SN |
o~

SAVISG Tue FLEET.

willing to co-operate with him, as he was
always with Grant and Sherman. Smith |
and Iorter agreed perfectly in their opinien |
of the expedition that, as it was being con-
docted, 1t was a stapendous farce and a dis-
grace 10 the Government.,
BANES'S WAGOX-TRAIN CHARGED AXD THE
IROXCLADS WALLOWING IN MUD.
While Fraoklin and Ewmory were forcing
their way through Banks's panic-stricken
wiron-train to get at the pursuing enemy
at Plezsant Hill, the gunboats were wallow-
ing through the mud and bushwacking their
way loward Shreveport. As an illustration
of the cxperience of the gunboats for sev-
eral dars in soacoession, we will give their

£zt with Gen. Green's command at a point |
Several trans- |

190 mile: beiow Shreveport.
portsand a gunboxt were hard aground, and
2 number of other boats were pulling at them
o getl them afloat, when 7,000 rebels, with
artillery, attacked them from the west bank

of the river, s few rods away. The gun-|

boats replied as soon as they could, and in

about two hours drove the enemy off, kill- |

ing 700 of his mep, including their com-
mander. The canister and shrapoel thrown
from the heavy guns of the boats into
the dense ranks of the enemy, massed
on the bavk and just back of it, proved
awfully destructive. The pext day the
enemy mnde a similar attack on the boats
from the other side.

The Fastport, one of the best of the iron-
clads, prounded hopelessly, and had to be
blown up; the river began to fall rapidiy ;
the enemy was langing the boats right and
left when they could hardly defend them-
sclves, on account of the Nigh banks: the
tinclad Cricket was knocked al! to picces
and eaptured, and the other light drafts had
been severely handled; the ironclads had
floondered through the mud for days, and
Banke, after fiddle-fuddling to his heart's
content, was anxicus to get out of the escan-
try—in fact, all hands were willing to get
out. When they got down as far as Alex-
sudrin, a8 was expected by Porter, not a
vessel could be run over the falls. Here
was a pretty kettleof fish. The river wonld

not nse lor months Banks said his forage |

was pearly gone, and that he could not wait
many days ou the gunboals. Things looked
blue for the navy. Relief came through the
GENIUS OF LIEUT.-COL. BAILEY,

who propesed 1o raise the water on the falls
by asystem of dams, Ten thousand sol-
Giers and the entire naval force, under this
oflicer, lent willing hands, werking in water
up to their waists, to complete the work
withia the few days given them by Bauks,
whose uneasiness 10 get awsy increased day
by day. The dam was completed, and the
water bad risen high enough to let the boats
over, when it gave way. Nothing daunted,
Bailey and his willing belpers went to work
brilding wing dams, and before certain offi-
cers high in command had done lamenting
over the cutastrophe the new dams were
thrown out and the fleet saved.

The water on the rapids was raised six
feet, and, considering the few days in which
the work was compleied and the dificulties

blow her up, by the sudden appearance of
the Tyler and two light-drafis. These
boats immedintely attacked him and
ELEW HIS GUNS CLEAR OUT OF THE WORKS,
killing and wounding many of his men.
The loss of the boats, however, in the engage- |
ment was nine killed and 27 wounded and
one boat disabled.

The main course of the war in the West
had now drifted away from the Mississippi
Valley to the region south and southwest of

| Nashville, embracing southern and eastern |

Tennessee and northern parts of Georgia
and Alabama and Missigsippi. This g:we;
the tinclads on the Tennessee and Cumber- |
land more work to do. In an engagement |
ith Gen. Forrest in October near Jobns-
ville, on the Tennessce, after a desperate
fight, the Undine, Keywest, Eifin and Tawah, |
lighi-drafis, were burned to keep them from
falling into the hands of the enemy. Had
they been abie to hold ont a few hours lon-
ger the arrival of Gen. Schofield would have
relieved them. But they had fought the |
encmy, who had heavy rifled pieces planted ‘
| above and below them, till their last round
of ammuniiion was goue, aud theonly thing "
left for them to do was to burn thz boats
and escape to the opposite shore from the |
rebels,

On the 24th of October, 1864, a superior
force of rebels attacked Gen, Granger, who
| was stationed with a swmall force at Decatur, |
Ala., above the Mascle Bhoals, The garri-
| son defended iteelf heroically, bat the cnemy
had graduvally forced it to the point of sur-
render, when the little tinelad Gen. Thomas
arrived and drove the rebels off with con-

siderable loss.
| In December, 1864, the rebel army under
| Hood moved against Nashville. The Caron-
| delet and five light-draft ganboais harried
| to the support of our army. The enemy
| planted a battery of four 20-pounder rifles
four miles below the city, on the river. After
a severe fight the gunboals silenced this
battery and drove the encampment back.
jut ether balteries were planted the foliow-
| ing night is more advantageous pogitions,
and for days the gunboats had plenty of hard
fighting. Two batteries while fighting the
boats were surprised and captured by the
cavairy. Thus the gunboats moved up and
down the river, thwarting Hood’s plans and
| harrassing him in such a manner as to aid
i Gen. Thomas very materially, For 30 days
and nights the oflicers and crews of the ves-
sels bhad very little rest, so constantly were
they called upon to head off Hood in his
effiorts to escape. But for the almost-im-
passable roads and the ivability of the
gunboats to get sbove the Muscle Shoals in
the Tennessee, the bulk of Hood's army
would have been captured. Gen. Thomas
wrote & letter to Admiral Lee thankiog him
for the eflicient co-operation of the gunboats,
On the 14th of August, 1865, Admiral Lee
was relieved, and the Mississippi Squadron
as an organization ceased to be.
{The End.]

A Merited Rebuke,
| New York Bun.]

Father (whom Bobby has induced to take
bim;—Now, Bobby, I don’t quite understand
this. If the man who throws the ball fails to
Lit the club after three trials, does that put the
pmpire out?

Bobby—Pa, do you remember why yon sent
me to bed last night at 7 o'clock ?
Father—Why, n-no.

The squadron was kept busy with this |

Bobby—It was for asking foolish questions,
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A FABLE WITH A MODERN APPLICATION.
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The Ox and the Gnat.—A weary Ox was travailing under a heavy Load, which was almost too great for his Strength, when a Gnas,
which was Disporting itself in the Air, settled npon one of his Horns.

“My dear Fellow,” buzzed the Gnat, “exense the Liberty I take,

I will reliéve you, and go at once and rest on that Poplar.”

“Stay or go, it makes no Matter to Me,” replied the Ox;

Eso p's Fables.
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THE DRAGOON’S SABER.
A Ballad of the Day McPherson Fell.

BY EDWIN A. WELTY, OREGON, MO.

Ta—

[The seene of this poem I8 loeated at Augusts,
Me; belug suggested by an incldent ococurring
there st the meeting of Gen, Logan with James G,
Blaine during the campaign of 1854.]

In A quaint New England village,

- Where tnll maples line the street,

"Nenth whose leaves the June day’s sunshine
Falls a wolten, glimmering sheet;

Wiere the Kennebec's soft waters
Sweep nlong, A silver thread,

Through whose meadows, rich with clover,
Lowing herds are daily led ;

There beneath the maple's shadow
Stood o homestead old and gray,

While o'er windows, door and casement
Climbing vines in clusters stray.

And within the open doorway
Strugeling =unbeams softly fall,

Till they toueh a dragoon’s saber
Hanging on the further wall.

Gleams the blade of polished metal,
As the sunbeams o'er it roam,

Strauge ndornment, say you, surely,
For that peaceful cottage home,

Near the window, In an arm-chalr,
Sits a wan of iron mold,

Though the storm of reventy Winters
Have on form and feature told,

The blood of men who fought with Knox
Coursed in the old man's veins,

He cawvie of good Green Mountain stock,
Whese limbs ne'er bent to ehains,

And "twas raid that Andrew Warner
Haud faced death in every form—
In the march, and eivge, and picket,

In the battle’s deadliest storm.

Ie had fought at Cerro Gordo,
And had charged at Monterey,
And when boomed the guns of Sumter
He was ready for thie fray.

Under Grant at Chattanooga
Ife had sturmed Lhie clond-capped ridge,
And lhad rode with Streight's battalions
O'er the Chatlahoocliee bridpe,

With the rock of Chickamanga
He stood that Aulumn day,

When the bleeding corps of Thomas
deld the rebel horde at bay.

By the veteran #al his grandchild,
While e smoothed ber tangled halr,
When the echioes of a bugle
Fionted o the Summer alr,

Followed by the boom of cannon
Aud the trumap of many feet,

And a throng of surging people
Fill the old New England street,

*“What means this? " The veleran’s grandchild,
Answering, eaught the street's glad strain,
"Why, they sav that Juhin A, Logan
Grects to-day the dan of Maine,”

Trenitding rose the aged sgoldier,

Giszesd Le Hxedly and long

Oun o tally commandiog figure
Moving "'mid the hurrying throng,

Murmured he, "tis Gen, Lognan,
I would know him anywhere,
With Lis grand and stalwart figure,
And his courtly, martial air,

Falnter grew the stralos of musle
Aud the lrump of hurrying feet,
Tl st lust the usual silence
Feil upon the village street,

Then the old man loft the window,
Toak the ebild upon his knee,
And upon his rugeed features

Trace of Lear-drups you could gee,

Broke the child the solemn siience,
Clear her words s sofl they full :

"“Tell me liow you won the saber
Huauging on the cottage wall,

“ Not of Chismplon Hills or Vicksburg,
Where yon bore yoursell so well ;

Tell e bow you foughil with Logan
On the day Mcelherson fell,”

“Why, my child, I've often told you
Of the saber and the day ;

Would you like again to listen
How was won the bloody fray 1"

“Yes," plead the child, The veteran's faoe
Beiwmed on bher soft and mild,

His lost youth's flery rpirlt seemed
Reflected io the ehiid,

“Well, so be it. Listen, Nellle,
Whiie the stirring tale 1 tell

Of the seenes that July morning
When Hood's line upos us fell,

“The night before, in Lagan’s tent,
The battls had been planned :

How on the leit McPherson's corps
Should Huod's advance withstaud,

*The center Binir's Brigades should hold,
'Ere dawned the morniag light,

While on the right bold Logan's men
Bhould early torce the fight,

“The bugle ealled, ab early dawn
Our battie-line was formed ;

"Twas whispered thet the breastworks near
By Hood would soon be slormed,

“ The caissons of tho batteries
Bhone bluck as rose the sun;

Grim connoneers in unifora
Stood each beside his guu,

“The bayonels of the infantry
Gleamed brightiy rank in ranik,

While the dragoons and mounted men
Were ranged upon the flank,

“The boom of Logau's heavy guns
Cotnes falutly to ourenrs,

When suddenly along our front
A thread of gray appears,

“Then comes a erash of musketry,
Andtheu our cCABRONS FOAT,

I pereeive now you are very Weary, and as T am doubtless Heavy,

Vere it not for the Buzz made I should not have known you were there.”—

= o - S v -

And on the swiftly-moviug ranks
A deadly fire we pour,

*Our volieys fierce and flercer gresw,
The tide of gruy rolled on,

To melt in spray us do the waves
Thaut dash the cliffs upon.

" MePherson's every nérve was stralned
To baffle Hopd (i) night,

For Biair hiad failed to till the gap
Tuat opened ou onr right.

*“Thus we fought from éxrly sunrise,
And had barely held our ground,

While the beaps of dead and dyving
Told how fierce the fght around,

** At 1ast their charge broins to tell,
Ouor columns sway snd roelk,—

The lines that stood 80 Srm siuce dawn
Yield slightly to the shock,

* A courfer reined his panting steed
Where cur brave Coionel stood,

And said, * McPherson dying lies
In yon parrow strip of wood,’

*Eo low the words yon ecarce would think
The oflicer lind hewed,

Aud yel the muriadr down the ranks
Showed our wholg i 2 was stirred,

“1In vain [sasw the offt
Appealing to the men;

No human ;mwcnbziuu would have eald,
Couid hold themn frm again,

%]

A baltery of heavy guns
Was taken on our Jeft,—

It peemed as if the wavering line
In twaln would soou be eleft,—

" When suddenly there comes a jull,
And then a burst of clicers,

And in thal hell of death and shell
The mnster's form appears,

A swarthy figure, powder stained,
Swift down Lthe line doth ride,

Beneath his charger's hoofs the dust
Marks every swingiug stride,

*The glittering star on shoulder-bar
The rider's rank shiows well,

It needed not the wild huzza
That rent the air 1o tell

“*Twas Logan come in person
Tosmve the waning day;

He usked no ous (o 1gliow
Save where he led the way.

' My comrades true your duty do,
Your leader's death avenge,

And be the charging squadron’s ery,
McPherson nud revenge!

*** Close up the ranks, in column charge,
Upon you baltery wheel,

Ride down those gray-clad caunoneers,
Give them a touch of steel.

“They hear the galiant leader's voice,
The shattered runks reform,

The bourse ory rolling down the ranks
Forbuodes the coming storm.

**McePherson pnd revenge’ the cry
As flashed our ghitlaring biades,
Apd ue the eharginvg column’s head

Rode Logan aod his Aids,

* Full thirty double-shotted guns
Piay on the bronzed dragoons,

And good three thonsnd inuskels Eweep
Their grim, compuct platoons,

* Btralglt for the guns the columns swept,
In vain the enunons roar,

Fades cannoneers and ipfuntry
Like chafl from thurashing-iloor.

* My horse swept onsward iu the rush,
My eyes were fixéd away

Upon a gold-lpced culor-gunrd
Dressed In a garbof gray,

* The fag was knotted 'round his waist,
His sword he waved on high,

The swilh of dead nhout him shiowed
He well the blade could ply.

" A moment more our sabers erossed,
Theu came the clash of steel ;—

1 saw my foeman bk ward start,
And in his saddie reel,

* But, clild, he was & swordsiman true;
His blade had grazed iy hair,

While mine bad cleft his temple through,
And laid hig skull-bone bare.

.y Frﬂ_upml the blood-sinined colors from
The trooper when he fell,

And beayd the munly Uuston clieer
Above the rebel yell,

" * Well done, my gallant comrade,!
The words rang lowd and clear ;
Iturned, and saw that Logan
And Lis stadl’ was rlding near,

**I wish that I full recompensa
For such a deed could show,

But a full-lledged Oaptnin’s epaulets
Will grace that forur I Enow.!

" He drow hils swword from out his belg:
' Let this my own thunks tell ;

I know Lhat Capt. Warner's arm
This blade will e'er wisld well.!

“ 1 tried to thank tha General
As lie guve the sword (o mie,

But so full my eyes of jJoyous tears,
1 could ueither spenk vor see,

** At last T spoke, but Logan then
Was dushing to the front:

His fiery p|11irit ne'er eould rest,
Save at the buttle’s brunt,”

The old man stooped and kissed the child,
* My dear, my fale i done;

I've tald you how in munhoeod’s prime
Yon eaber, child, wps won. '

The child iooked up: the eves that e'er
Gleamed flereest {n the fight

Were fixed upop her upturned face
With soft and tender light.

-

The foreman of a large printing hotse one
morning received the following note from the
wife of one of the men iu his employ: * Please
eggscuse my hushan' for not coming to work
to-day. He is ded.”—Chicago Ledger,

JOE GALE,

BY CHARLES H, DOING, BELTSVILLE, MD,
“There's a tramp at the door wanting something
to enl;
Tramps are plenty this geason, I'm sure.
Shull I tell bim Lo travel, or give him a treat?
Vs sad Lo be erippled and poor.”

* Let me look at the duffer before he comes in;
I never was partisl 1o tramps;

Take the guild altogether, they're children of sin;
As nlot, aboul 80 many scuinps.

“What a queer fish hieis! Tuken look at that coat ;
It was made for a mwun half his size;
And that old vest he wore when he cast his first
vole;
But be looks a man square in the eyes.

" He's wanting an arm with {he rest of his wants;
He's as gaunt us n mule under-fed ;

But that lovk in his eyes still my memory haunts;
And he seems a biv off in his head,

“Birange! his fuce seems fumilisr; can it be I have
mes
Thia odd-looking genius before?
But 1'll give him g seat while his dinner you get,
And I'll chat with Lis trampship some more.

"Lose yourarm Inthe war?” (Ah, that touched the
right string.)
"“Yes, Boss, you gnessed right the first time ;
It was in the war that I lost my lefi-wing,
And the stump isn't worth a half-dhne.

“Which side was I on?
course ;
Da 1 look like a traitor to you?
Though I'm only s tramp, and & cripple at that,
I am ready to die if 1 do.

Why, the right side, of

“ No, I fought for the Union, a glorious cause,
And I cherigh it still ns 1 ocught,
Though it's small thanks I get for my trouble
to~day ;
But it wasu't for thanks that I fought,

“"Twas in old Tennessee, In the vear 'sixty-two.
We had ouly been out o short time—

Haed hardly got used to the harness you know;
All the sawe, we made Jolhnoy Rebs elimb,

*At the Btone River battle—you've heard of that
fight?
There yourself? Then I reckon you know
What a picnie it was, how from morning till night
We foughtin the rain and the snow.

1T was the 784 Hoosiers to which I belonged,
Attached to brave Harker's Brigade;

We started the fight sbout thiree hundred sirong,
But we left half our men ju the glade.,

“On our flanks, in our front, like hornets they
swarmed,
And they got in their work like brave men.
We charged them—they broke, then rallied—re-
formed,
And charged us again and again,

1 got down to business, ns well as the rest—
Till n piece of & shell struck me here ;

When I got on my feet, I thougzht it was best,
I took & bee-line for the rear.”

“3lalt, comrade, right there; let me tell the rest;
You're dodging the best of the tale;

All is clear Lo me now—your name's easy guessed,
You are K's gallant Sergeant, Joe Gale.

“And when on thal field T lay panting for breath,
With a minie-ball wedged o my thigh,

With every flerce volley expecling my death,
In torture, yet fearing to die,

"'"Twas your powdergrimed face that bent over
me
With )"aur shell-shattered arm by yvour side;
With pain-whitened lips that were touching to see,
To save the poor drunner you tried,

"And save hiim you did; I reeall what you sald,
Right there in face of the foe:

*Why,a drum is no good if the drummer is dead,
And we've got Lo have usie, you know,’

*Then tenderly lifting my form from the ground,
You bore me safe buck 10 the rear;

And from thuat day to this yvour face I ne’er found,
Though P've looked for it fur and near ;

** But now I have found you, let thisbe your home ;
To me and the flag yvou were true:
And while I've a ration, & roof, or & room,
0Old comrade, I'esluire thew with you.”
—— . —_——————
CAPT. McGINNESS, OF CO. Q.

BY ROBERT BLACK, CASCADE LOCKS, ORE.

"“Who lends the charge?" the General cries.
Captain McGinness, of Co. @;

Flash of battle in Lis eyes,
Bravest bum you ever knew,

No turkey gobbled at Capt. MceGinness,
No daring rooster's clarion blew

Well they knew their name was Dinnls
When they crossed the march of Co, Q.

Afar where the porker loved to wallow,
There the tallered banners flew ;

There you bet your bottom dollar,
Charged the braves of Co, Q.

They were the boys that pulled the trigger,
They were the men of the Union blue,

Thrashed the Johnnies and freed the uigger,
Sherman's bummers, Co, Q.

Gelting Ready for the Weilding.
{Chicago Tribune,)

Fragal young man (to object of his affections)
—Darling, your father being a minister, per-
haps we'd better ask him to perform the ecere-
mony for us. He would do it as reas—in- fuct,
I presume ho would think it an insult if I
should offer him anything—er—.

Object of his affections—I don't kuow. I
have often heard papa say that he could always
tell by the size of the fee what kind of an esti-
mate the bridegroom put upon the bride.

Frugal young maun (uneasily)—H’m ! Money
couldn't express it in my ease, darling, All the'
wealth of the world couldn't do it, But I've

got a second ecousin, & Justice of the Peace, that
will marry us for $2.

A Boy Spy

in Dixie.

Service Under the Shadow of the
Hangman's Noose,

—— e

GETTYSBURG.

W

A Few of the Sights of the Sec-
ond and Third

THE SHARPSHOOTERS.

> ——

Days.

Council of War at Gen. Meade's

Headquarters.

- -—

[coryiionr, 18801

NE day of Gettysburg
shonld be enough.
The battle has been
fouzht over so often
in the newspapersthat
there ia scarcely anyg-
thing new to be said.
Of course my experi-
ence was peculiar in
this, that I went as I
pleased. Regimental
history relates only to
the observations from one fixed point.

The evening of the first day it looked badly
enough to me, and if I had been Commander-
in-Chief I think I should have changed the

the rebels. 1 was defeated.

There was one little episode I have never
seen recorded. Afler the charge of Pickett,
on the third day, bad failed, everything bad
quieted down. Meade, accompanied by his
staff, went over the wall and rode along our
entire front from Cemetery Hill to the
Round Tops, receiving the cheers of the
whole army, or all that was left.

That was the only time I ever heard
music on a battlefield; then it was from a

DODpGING THE SHARPSHOOTERS
band in the woods at Little Round Top, that |

played “ Hail to the Chief.”

I never hear that old tuane nowadays on
these fancy parades but it Prings up the
recollection of that great day, and causes
the cold chills to creep up and down my
spine.

I rode with Gen. Meade this day, to prove

base to a point a littie farther away from ﬁ

occasions! shot from a battery; perhaps is
ends with this,

I have nearly always noticed that the offi-
cers and men thought it had ended, and
were only suddenly awakened to the fact
that it had not by a tremendous hoom from
some battery that would nearly always be
discovered to be at some point they did not
expect a hostile shot to come from.

It may not be an agreeable thing to priat,
! but, secretly, it has been my experience in a
\ battle that it was always the unexpected
that happened to our officers,

I came down the road straight towards
Cemetery Hill to find headquariers—ab
least that is what I started out to reach. I
was stopped before I got ap the hill by an
order from somebody to “ Get off that road.”
I got off a3 directed, and went into a little
grove to the left and almost in the rear of

rea. b

| “Ir Looks As TuorGH SoMETHING WAS
Up, Dos'r Iz2”

the Cemetery, where I bad seen a group of
officers on horseback. I do not remember
who they were, but seeing that they did no&
know any more than I about the “ prodpect,”
which was just then the important guestion,
1 tied my horse to a tree to find out some-
thing for myself. I proceeded to climb up
the crest of the hill on my hands and knees,
with all the humility, respect and caution
that I felt was due to the rebels. 1 wanted
to see them all once more very much, indeed,
but I did not care to have any of their sharp-
shooters discover me first. There were bat-
teries upon batteries, the horsea of which
were down on the hill to the rear, in the
care of their riders. The artillerymen were,
of course, around their guns, but mest of
them were hunting places not too much
exposed. 1 did not see the line at fizsé;
you know the artillery is always be-
hind, or to the rear of a line of battle
supported by infantry. Bound to see the
shape of one advance of that line of
battle, I went as far out as the very crest of
the hill nearest the Cemetery gate. When
I got that far I was paralyzed by another
yell Irom some unseen quarter to “ Get down,
there!” I gotdown,and in that abject posi-
tion heard the voice explain, in not very
gentle tones, “the sharpshooters are on the
tops of those houses.” The houses referred
to were so clese that I could almost connt
the bricks in the chimney-tops.

There was a fellow, an officer, some dis-
tance ahead of me, standing behind a tree,
looking for all the world as if he was having
lots of fun playing hide-and-seek with some-
one. I coneluded to play too, and crawled

|'

| up to the base of another tree close beside

him. When I got behind that tree I felt
perfectly safe from an attack of the
whole rebel army. I was feeling =0 secure
in this position that I became bold enough
to stand to one side, that I might get a good
view of our fellows. I saw them lying down

which I will ask some of the snrvivors who
witnessed that event to recall a smooth-

the rear of the dashing ecavalcade.
got hurt the first day, and I did not have a
chance to steal another, and as I was bound
to be on hand I had to ride my lame horse.

The General and staff always go at a
break-neck gallop, the staff tearing along in
the rear like a tail to a comet, so that in this
case I “got left” about a gunshot to the
rear, and because I so energetically spurred
the lame horse to eatch up, our boys behind
the stone wall gave me the laugh and some
cheers of derision. They were all feeling
pretty good just then, and were excusable.

One of the stafl oflficers told me that we
had captured Gen. Longstreet, and when I
got over among the Reserves I told this bit
of news, where it created a sensation.

I have never scen an account of that ride
along the lines in print.

It is correct, though it may have been the
fourth day instead of the third. You will
find in the rebel reports of the battle that
Gen. Lee states that on hearing these shouts
and cheers from our arsmy he thought it
meant an advance on his line, and he made
preparations fo meet it. I thiak it was the
cheers for Gen. Meade that he heard, even so
distant as his headquarters.

I was on hand bright and early the morn-
ing of the second day.

I was not in so much of a burry to save
the day as I had been. I rode down the
same road I did the morning before, but I
went along more cautiously. There was no
booming of guns to be heard. Though
nearly 200000 men had been gathered there
in the night, the surroundings the second
morning were decidedly peaceful,—unusu-
ally quiet, as compared with the first morn-
ing.

A majority of people have formed an idea
that a battle is a continuous uproar from
daylight until dark, or during all of the days
on which it ceccnrs. As a matter of fact,
the real fight is scon over one way or
another; fhat is, the aciual contest of the
larger bodies ends about as suddenly as a
collision on a railroad.

Itis a long time beginning; maybe the
picket-firing of the night previous is the first
indication ; then will come the more frequent

faced boy on & lame horse that brought up |
My nag |

or silently moving about behind that old

| stone wall.

While I was intently gazing over the val-
ley in hopes of seeing the rebels, there was &
little “ ping ” noise near me, a sharp stingon
my fice as if scmeone had thrown a hand-
ful of gravel at me, It was only some of
the bark of the tree, which had been dusted
into my face by a minie-ball

I zot behind the tree. I staid there, too,
standing up against it as stiff as a pest, and
hugging it as close as its own bark. I was

afraid to turn my head either to the left ¢
to the right.

I had seen encugh, and alf¢
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down to the ground and crawled back om all-
fours, after thhe manner of the harlequin on
the stage. I found the headquarters, which
was loeated not very far from that spot, bus
out of reach of any kiding sharpshooters on
the house-taps at the upper end of the town.

During all that morniog I was aboud
headquarters, trying to find ont what in
thunder was up; everything wasso awfully
quiet.

In the early afternoon I sent a note ad-
dressed to Gen. Meade into the dingy little
old shanty where he had his headquarters.
They were baving a prolonged cauens. I

clattering from the skirmish-line, with an

learned that it was proposed to send a detad
of mea to try to open up telegraph ool

i
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